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reach, although I got Scottish history from his
'Tales of a Grandfather' in and after 1828.

Popular astronomy above all was enchanted
ground, I was strangely moved by the idea of
the human family as fellow-passengers on a huge
material ball, navigating boundless space, subject
to the incalculable possibilities of the crowded
heavens, and my own loneliness emerging as a
stranger on this revolving globe. Exercise of
fancy upon astronomical manuals for children
helped, I daresay, to raise those questions about
the Power at the heart of the universe, and our
destiny in it, which disturbed my boyhood, and
relaxed the faith of childhood in a way that the
novels of Scott or Bulwer could never have
done.

My aunt, Caroline Campbell of Barcaldine,
was, with the starry heavens, an expansive in-
fluence in those years. She was less emotional
and more argumentative than most women; given
to theological argument, a defender of Armiman
and Pelagian theories, and fond of criticising Cal-
vinistic orthodoxy at the manse. It was in her
hands that I first saw Locke's 'Essay,' too soon
to appreciate it, studied afterwards with a sym-
pathetic sense of its healthy realism. My auntee books of pious, of thes of a Grand-pbell, we are told,
